THE MAGNATES

"I think it will be fine again tomorrow/3 said Madame de La
Monnerie.

" Yes, but I don't know what those little clouds mean/' replied Olivier
Meignerais, taking care to articulate clearly and pointing at the sky
with his walking-stick.

They walked on in silence for several minutes. There was a gentle
puff of wind rippling the surface of the lake, Madame de La Monnerie
sneezed.

"Are you cold, my dear Juliette?" asked the old gentleman
anxiously.

"Not at all, not at all! It's the pollen. The breeze has shaken the
flowers in the flower-beds and I breathed the pollen."

When they reached the weeping willow that marked the limit of their
daily constitutional,, they turned about with one accord and without a
word.*

"There's a concert at the Casino tonight; do you want to go?" asked
Olivier Meignerais.

He immediately blushed at the gaffe of suggesting such an outing
to her when she was still in mourning.

Madame de La Monnerie hesitated a moment.
"Oh, just for once., let's forget the conventions," she replied.   "A
concert, after all... But, tell me, will there be any shrill instruments?
They always hurt my ears."

"No, it's Chopin; that can't hurt you."
"Good, that's fixed then."

He accompanied her back to the door of the H6tel des Thermes. He
himself lived in a neighbouring hotel. Holding his stick and straw hat
in his left hand, he kissed Madame de La Monnerie's black glove and
said: "I shall come and pick you up at half-past eight."

Going to her room, Madame de La Monnerie found Isabelle waiting
for her.

"Hullo, what are you doing here? Why didn't you let me know
you were coming?" Madame de La Monnerie asked.

Isabelle was standing by the table on which were half a dozen small
figures made of crumb of bread and dressed in tutus of gold paper.

"Yes," said the old lady, indicating her works of art, "I now work
with toasting-bread. I find it much better. Well, why have you come
here so suddenly? Have you got a room? No, You never think of any-
thing. Where's your luggage?"

"My bag's downstairs in the hall," Isabelle replied.  Her face was
stained with sorrow and still showed signs of a night of tears.
"Aunt, I've got to talk to you," she went on.

"Yes, so I imagine.  I'm listening!" said Madame de La Monnerie.
"Aunt, I'm pregnant," Isabelle said.
"What did you say? Speak up!"